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reading a folio at an oak table, and who turns
out to be the villain of the piece, a mine of
secret and unsuccessful wickedness? But no
one in real life reads a folio now, because
anything that is worth reprinting, as well as a
good deal that is not, is reprinted in convenient
form, if not in England, at least in Germany.
And the result of it is that these College
libraries are almost wholly unvisited. It seems
a pity, but it also seems inevitable. I wish
that some use could be devised for them, for
these old books make at all events a very
dignified and pleasant background, and the fra-
grance of well-warmed old leather is a delicate
thing. But they are not even good places for
working in, now that one has one's own books
and one's own reading-chair. Moreover, if they
were kept up to date, which would in itself be
an expensive thing, there would come in the
eternal difficulty of where to put the old books,
which no one would have the heart to destroy.
Perhaps the best thing for a library like this
would be not to attempt to buy books, but to
subscribe like a club to a circulating library,
and to let a certain number of new volumes
flow through the place and lie upon the tables